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cheap, and young Carey and Phyllis would be
living on short rations for many a week after their
return to Grosset.

Rockage had a round baby face with dimples.
His suit was rusty with age, his hair shabbily
powdered, and one stocking had a hole above the
heel. But he was a real Herries. There was
dignity and discipline there. He could command
men, and there was a certain sweetness in his
nature, as there was also in his wife's, which had,
in spite of their narrowness and Methodism, long
ago drawn Judith to them. Maria, his wife,
was sitting near to him, and in her excitement it
was all that she could do not to be speaking all
the time. She hated so intensely the beautiful
Jennifer, jealous of her loveliness, the advantages
she had over her own dear Phyllis, but in the main
thinking, quite honestly, that the beautiful creature
represented all the whoredoms of Babylon.

Jennifer herself was not present. It was
thought more fitting that she should not be, but
her father and mother, Prosper and Amelia Cards,
were there in very truth; it would not be too much
to say that their rage and sense of insult was as
fine a,nd pure an emotion as ever a Herries had
known.

Prosper, in spite of his forty-eight years, was,
by far, the finest figure in the room. His suit of
crimson and silver, his elaborate wig of shining
whiteness, the splendid ruffles at his throat and
sleeves only served to emphasise his magnificent
physique. He had the chest and neck of a bull,
but his features were not common. They had,